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Title that age, which they would have the best; Thou being the best of things, and far transcending All style of joy, in children, parents, friends, Or any other waking dream on earth. Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe, They should have given her twenty thousand Cupids; Such are thy beauties and our loves 1 Dear saint, Riches, the dumb god, that givest all men tongues, Thou canst do nought, and yet makest men do all
things;
The price of souls; even hell, with thee to boot, Is made worth heaven 1 Thou art virtue, fame, Honour, and all things else! Who can get thee, He shall be noble, valiant, honest, wise -
Mos. And what he will, sir. Riches are in fortune A greater good, than wisdom is in nature.
Volp. True, my beloved Mosca. Yet I glory More in the cunning purchase of my wealth. Than in the glad possession, since I gain No common way: I use no trade, no venture; I wound no earth with plough-shares; fat no beasts, To feed the shambles; have no mills for iron. Oil, corn, or men, to grind them into powder; I blow no subtle glass; expose no ships To threatening of the furrow-faced sea; I turn no monies in the public bank, Nor usure private -
Mos. No, sir, nor devour
Soft prodigals. You shall have some will swallow A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch Will pills of butter, and ne'er purge for it; Tear forth the fathers of poor families Out of their beds, and coffin them, alive, In some kind, clasping prison, where their bones May be forthcoming, when the flesh is rotten; But your sweet nature doth abhor these courses; You loathe the widow's or the orphan's tears